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We're Going Wrong 


Author's Notes: 
Based on the story of how Ginger once pulled a knife on Jack during a fight. Also, | thought a Cream story was 


needed on here. | hope you enjoy. WARNING: strong language and there may be a hint of non-con 


Disclaimer: 
| don't own Cream, or anything related to Cream. | did not write this story for profit. 


The tension in the air of the studio was as heavy as the cigarette smoke. The scrappy bass player, eyes 
flashing dangerously, smiled at the drummer, whose face was as red as his hair. The supposed "mediator," the 
guitar player, stood in the corner, shaking. Tall, skinny Ginger got up from behind his drum kit and strode over 


to Jack, who was still smiling. "What are you gonna do, Ging?" Jack mocked in a near-whisper. 


The mediator turned observer took a drag on his cigarette. Although his nerves were already shot, he 
somehow felt more afraid when he noticed that Ginger had nothing to say. As the redhead's arm raised, Eric 


realized he may soon have to change his role from observer to referee. 


Jack's smile was quite literally smacked from his face. He cursed inwardly for allowing himself to gasp from 
the impact. The little gasp caused Ginger's scowl to change into a smile. He took advantage of the fact that 
Jack was still shocked, and pounced. The little musician was knocked off his feet, and was showered with 
punches and hits. Jack scrambled to fight back, arms and legs flailing, trying to make impact with Ginger (who 
was really beginning to look like Satan himself, with his face hot red and hair wild). 


Eric toyed with his cigarette, debating whether he should shift into his role of referee. If he was being honest 
with himself, he wanted to cry. To keep himself from doing such, he gave in. He yelled at the top of his lungs, 
"Stop it, godammit! Just stop." 


Ginger glanced sharply at the guitarist. Eric jumped, afraid Ginger's anger was going to turn on him. Instead, 
the redhead smiled at him. "Oh, sweet Eric," Ginger drawled, "why don't you go finish that cigarette outside, 
hmm? Go take five. | should be finished with this cunt by then 


As soon as Eric was seriously thinking about taking Ginger's advice, he felt grounded in his spot when he 
noticed that Jack had managed to wriggle his arm free. Before the drummer could think, Jack punched Ginger 
as hard as he could in the jaw. Time slowed down as Ginger reeled from the punch. Jack stopped squirming. 


Even in his fury, he was concerned that he may have broken his friend's jaw. 

The drummer rose, hand pressed delicately against his jaw. He looked at Eric. "Ice. Now." Eric, role shifting into 
nurse, ran from the recording booth, trying to locate the sound engineers who had left when the fight first 
broke out. 


Back in the booth, Jack sat up. "Is it broken, Ging?" he whispered. This time, the use of the nickname "Ging" was 


not coated in mockery. 


Ginger walked back toward Jack, and squatted beside him, hand still pressed against his jaw. His face, which 


Jack thought was usually expressive and readable, was clouded with obscurity. 


"Is it broken, Ging?" Ginger parroted, and began laughing. Jack shifted uncomfortably, frightened by the mania 
that had spread across his friend's face. "You have to pay, Bruce. You need to fuckin’ pay." 


Jack swallowed. "Fine, hit me. Punch me. Then can we call it even?" 


"I'm not gonna punch you," Ginger said. He removed his hand from the jaw revealing the redness that was 
beginning to form. "You need to kiss it better." His voice had dropped to a low whisper. 


Jack's stomach lurched. "Wh-what?" 
Fuckin’ kiss it or I'll knock your lights out" 


Jack weighed his options. He knew Ginger well. And he knew that if there was anything Ginger loved more than 


drumming, doing drugs, and fighting, it was power games. The bassist almost would have rather been punched, 


but glancing at Ginger's ringed fingers, he knew from experience that Ginger's punches really hurt. He 
swallowed his pride, leaned forward, and pecked the blooming bruise ever so gently." There. Are you happy?" 
Jack asked, his face redder than Ginger‘s hair. 


Ginger was grinning his big, toothy grin, and he wrapped his arm around Jack. Jack averted his gaze. Shif, this is 
gonna be a repeat of the Graham Bond incident. His face turned more crimson as he recalled their fight after 
rehearsal with the Graham Bond Organisation, the heated argument that evolved into wandering lips and hands. 


The bassist was broken from his reverie by a cool object pressed against his neck Horrified, he realized it was 
Ginger's knife. "What the hell are you doing? | thought we were even?" 


"Lay down, or | will cut you," the redhead threatened. Jack complied, his whole body shaking. Ginger sat on him, 
resuming the position they were in earlier when the fight first began The drummer paused for a moment, 


then began stroking the flat side of the knife against Jack's throat. 


Apparently Jack's first reflex was to yelp, "Help!" He didn't dare move his hands to brush away tears that 


were falling from his eyes. 


"Aw, poor baby," mocked Ginger. "You think | would seriously hurt you, Jack? I'm just teaching you a lesson 
First lesson: don't fuckin tell me what to do. I'll do my fuckin’ job and you do yours.” Jack had nearly forgotten 
what the original fight was about. "Secondly, don't be a sneaky little bitch and punch me when I'm not ready. 
And third, don't act like you're so concerned when you're the one who nearly fuckin’ broke my jaw.’ During his 
monologue, the drummer had been pressing the flat side of the knife forcefully into the bassist's neck. 


lm sorry, Ginger. Please just get off me," begged Jack. 


Ginger instead leaned closer, and began kissing Jack forcefully. Jack gasped loudly for the second time that day, 
and Ginger took that opportunity to slide his tongue into the bassists mouth. Their tongues fought for 
dominance, and the drummer dropped the knife so he could grasp Jack's face. Ginger paused, smiled at the 
bassist (his bassist) and began nibbling on Jack's lower lip. He then drug his lips lower to Jack's neck where he 
sucked forcefully. "Ugh, Ginger," Jack moaned his hands snaking around the redhead's shoulders. 


Ginger stopped his assault on the bassist's neck. "Lesson four: don't ever fuckin’ forget Graham Bond." He then 


abruptly stood up, and smiled at Jack. "See you tomorrow, Bruce." 


Eric, who had shifted from a nurse to a spy (or perhaps a voyeur), scrambled from the doorway and his long 
legs took him quickly down the hallway before Ginger could see him. The bag of ice which he had compiled 
from the various drinks the engineers were sipping on, was completely melted. He ran into the bathroom and 
dashed to the sink He splashed cold water on his face, trying to make the memory of what he saw go down 


the drain with the water. 


"That's it. l'm calling Winwood," he muttered. He then splashed himself a few more times because he was 


pretty sure his bandmates’ insanity was rubbing off on him, considering that he was talking to himself in the 


bathroom. He debated going back in the booth to check on the bassist whom Ginger had left on the floor of 
the studio panting as if he had run a mile. Eric decided he had been around these maniacs long enough, and left 
the studio with the intentions of going home and doing exactly what he said he was going to do: call Stevie 


Winwood. 


